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HEV'EE SMALL. 

CRUEL AND EVIL-- 
i RATS / JAPS OF ALL 
t ANIMAL LIFE.' 



AND WHEN THE KING- 
PIN OF ALL HUMAN 
RATS. THE CLOWN. SIGNS AN UN- 
HOLY ALLIANCE WITH THE VERMIN 
OF THE ANIMAL WORLD, A COMBI- 
NATION SO DEADLV GOES INTO 
EXISTENCE, THAT EVEN MAGNO 
AND DAVEV ARE HELPLESS 
BEFORE IT.' 




BUT THERE 

ISf-JO 

LAU&H7ER 

IN THE 
CASHIES'S 
WICKET - 
THERE /S 
OMLV , 
DEATH/ 





rr5-irs \ 

MAGNO 
AND DAVEY/J 






KEEKECTPf 1 
ANDGETTIN'\( 
READY TO | 
KISS THE 1 
CLOWN , J 
GOODSYE^S 
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, so far.sogood.'magno 

AND DAVEY'S POPULARITY 
1 5ERVE5 ONLY TO AID ME 




THE GREATEST ANIMAL 

ACT IN HISTORY /SEE RATS 

WITH THE BRAINS OF MEN.' 




PEOPLE CATC RAT5 , 
PESTS, BUT WITH PROPER \ 
TRAINING THEY COULD 6& 
DEVELOPED INTO MAN'S KST 
FRIEND. COME, MY PETS, A 
HULA FOR THE NICE PEOPLE 




A SHORT WHILE LATER-" 



PROFESSOR M'GAFFER,I 
HAD TO SEE YOU TO TELL >DL 
HOW MUCH VOUR ACT INTER- 
ESTED ME.' 




VOU MAKE ME ASHAMED m-J 
OF THE LIFE I HAVE LIVED AND > 
THECEIMES I HAVE COMMITTED.' 
I.TOO, HAVE BEEN ARATiA HUMAN 
RAT/ BUT PERHAPS YOU CAN MAKE 
ME USEFUL TO MANKIND ALSO! 



I HAVE AMASSED MUCH 
MONEY, A FORTUNE.' IT IS ALL 
i YOURS TO U5E IN YOUR WORK 
YOU CAN BUILD AN INSTITUTE 
F AND TAKE YOUR &REAT 
WORK INTO THE HALLS 
OF 5CIENCE.' 



1 w 



I WILL BE YOUR SPONSOR. I 
WILL REMAIN IN THE &ACK- 
GROUND.THEN 50MEDAYWHEN 
VOUR FAME HAS SPREAD ALL 
OVER THE WORLD YOU CAW 
REVEAL THAT I AIDED YOU. 
PERHAPS THEN THE POLICE 
WILL FOP&IVE MY EVIL PAST.' 




SOME MONTHS LATEK. A HU&S 
BUILDIM& IS ADDED TO THE Skf¥- 
LINE OF BI&TOWN 





jb ga/Sfi^.^g ' 




BLOOD LUST.' 
IT DRIVES THEM 
MAO-MAKES THEM 
FORGET THEIR 
DOMESTICATION.. 
I'LL HAVE TO GET 
THE JEWELS 
MYSELF,' 




MEANWHILE. tJAGUO AND DAVEYAHD 7 
POLICE ZACE TOUEEDm 



MOTHEBOFMEecy.'.WWATHOUeoR IS 
TUIS? „ 

|i PATS/KllLEePATS/ in 

il j 





PUTTING ALL HIS EL6CTJT1CAL ENERGY 
INTO PLAY, MA6N0 SHOCKS M'GAFFER BACK 
TO CONSCIOUSNES5N. \ , . 



WH- WHAT- WHAT GOES ON? 
MY PETS.' MASNO AND OAVEY.' 




MA&NO AND DAVY WILL. BE BACH, AND IN 

ACTION IN THE NEXT ISSUE OF YOUX FAY- k 

OWE MAGAZINE, "SUPEK- MYSTERY !* . 




ODD ACCIDENTS. STRANGE 
DOINGS AND WHATNOT. MASTIN ] 
TIN WANTS US TO INVES- 
TIGATE BEFORE HE CALLS | 
THE FEDERAL AUTHOR- 
ITIES. WE'RE GO- I 
ING THERff | 
_ AT ONCE.' 

Mr 




Meet CHUCK 
CONNORS, OP 

coucesgpQRT-A, 

REAL AMERICAN 
BOV, WWO SOME- 
TIMES 15 A LITTLE 
ICKV BUT ALWAYS 
MAW.ASES SOME- 
WOW TO COM4 1W 
ON THE BEAM. 
UKE A 8-19. 






WELL, IT '5 NOME OP 

BU5INESS ! I JU5T ' ' 

MOM DOESN'T CATCH 

H1AA PLAYING WITH 




GIGHT BACK I OH, MO, YOU DON'T! VOU'BE 

J A5 I TAKE \ COMING WITH ME RIGHT 

HOME! A^NOW! WE'BE LATE! 




OH,GOLLY! 50METHIMG ^vOH.QUIT 
TELLS ME WE SHOULDN'T] BEING 

HAVE BROUGHT . S SUCH A 

THIS HERE! rr WORRY-WART. 
J/ WE'LL HIDE IT 
RIGHT HERE! 




-^ &T I.?,.-.-:.l NOW CHILDREN, THE OANC£ IS 
ABOUT TO BEGIN, BUT REMEMBER, THERE IS 
TO BE NONE OF THIS FANATICAL JUMPING 

you call jittebbugs.'J^wbk 




THAT MUSIC "\OH, DON'T BE 
ALMOST MAKES ) SILLY! WE'SE 
■WE PEEL LIKE / TOO DIGNIPIED 
CAMOWG ^A. FQg THAT! 





— / BY WATCHING SHIPS, CHECK- 
' tNG THEIR eE&ISTKV.AWD LISTENING 
TO CONVERSATIONS IN WATERFRONT 
BARS, I HAVE BEEN ABLE TO COMPUTE 
A FORMULA POR WHERE THEY 
i SAIL AND WHEN-- 




AS MOXGANA FOCUSES THE TELESCOPE 
ON THE HARBOR, A BEAM OF SUtJSHWE 
REFLECTS FROM THE LEMS-- 




YOU FOLLOW THEM, 

LANCE.' I'LL KACE HOME 

AND PULL EXCAUBUR, 

50 WE CAW DEAL 

WITH THEM ' 




Bur AT THAT MOMtHT 

ARTHUR REACHES THi 

SECRET HIOIMff PLACE 

OF THE 

MAG-/C swoeo 

fXCALtBUR..' 




mi&tilHifJ& FtAAHES trt/'H A ftVA#,A$ 
EXCALI6UH fS PVLL CO FRXM THE ROCK 
AMO ARTHUR LAKE BECOMES THE MIGHTY 
FIGHTER OF JUSTICE -THE SWORD ' 



THE SAME {NSTANT--AND NOT ANY TOO SOON, 
LANCE LARTER BECOMES THE LANCER.'. 




MEANWHILE. TH£ SWORD, WHO HAS 
PICKED UP MERUM Ef/eOUTE.EACES \ 
TO THE SCENE OF ACTION ! 
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/ IT'5 THE \ 
■ f GENIUS.' HE V,' 
FELLED THE ( 
i*\ LANCER .' jM 
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IT'S lancer! 

ELECTROCUTE 0/ 





HIS STRENGTH SPENT, THE SWORD FALLS 

AN EASY VICTIM BEFORE THE COMBINED 

MIGHT OF THE HUN AND THE GOTH 




HEKE ITIS--THE 
COMPLETE INFOEMA-A 

TION ON WHEN THE 
CONVOY WILL LEAVE 
THE HAeBOR!~THE 
EXACT ROUTE WILL 
FOLLOW.' 



THIS IS MY PAYOFF.' 
THROW HIM INTO THE 
GUTTER.' 
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WHAT FOOLISHNESS 

IS THIS FORMATION IN 

HOSTILE WATERS.' 





/ THAT \ - 


/ A CLEAN SWEEP.' \ 




1 YOU SOT THEM ) 


J^s^vT^ 


V ALL .' *8/*\ 


ABANDON ]\ 




l SHIP/ J \M 


* 1/ (himmel'Jm l 
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x/± A0W 




ttm:P\ 


^V%TT 


■ V/Y^ 


■v ^Hlk-f . i f 


W^g 


Bs3?^Im 




?3^L%. ■ > -I«L 




a^fefS 




tfiwlwn^i 



W SO THff CONVOY GOT 
THROUGH SAFELY TO IT'S 
DESTINATION; AND ALTHOUGH 
MORGANA HAS BEEN CAP- 
TURED. THE GENIUS REMAINS 
AT LARGE.AND THE GENIUS 
IS QUITE AN UNPREDICTABLE 
FELLOW} HE MAY HAVE SOME 
NEW IDEAS TO SPRING ON 
THE SWORD, IN THE NEXT 
ISSUE OF- 




MYSTERY 



Hell Riders of 



By Cliff 



IT WAS Ihe bleak morning of December 7, 1888. 
The Stage was set on the- Brazos River at 
Graham, in Young County. Texas. But neither 
Sheriff Marion D. Wallace nor Tom Collier, his 
deputy, knew what bloody drama was quickening 
to a climax as thty rode up to the home of 'the 
five Mar low brothers, armed with a capias for the 
arrest of Boone Mirlow on the charge of murder- 
ing James Holdson 

Sheriff Wallace dismounted at the chimney end 
of the cabin where there were no window* or 
doors and tied his horse. Collier swung up along- 
side the building, and peered in at the window. 
The brothers sat at dinner. 

Boone saw the deputy's eyes fall upon him, and 
his thin lips drew as tight as a taut; lasso across 
his lean face. He tried hard not )o show it, but he 
knew why the law was there. 

He said huskily, "Fall down and rest yore pins, 
Tom. You boys eat yet?" 

The deputy swung down. "But I reckon we won't 
eat," he replied as his tall frame filled the doorway. 

By this time Sheriff Wallace had reached his 
back. Together they moved into the room. 

Boone backed into one corner with his rifle, 
every muscle in his body dangerously quiet. 

"We came to get you, Boone," said the sheriff 

Boone's rifle cracked. The bullet gashed Tom 
Collier's temple and whipped up through the brim 
of his hat. A second slug caught Wallace just 
above the right hip and drilled through his body. 
He rocked backward through the door and col- 
lapsed on the porch. Startled, Collier sprang to 
shelter at the corner of the house. 

Boone levered a third slug into his rifle barrel. 
"I'll get that son, too!" he snarled, and headed for 
the door. But his brothers seized him and wrenched 
the gun from his grip They notified Collier to 
throw away his gun and come take care of Wallace 

Collier complied, He helped them carry the 
sheriff Inside the house, then rode for a doctor. 
But before the doc arrived, Wallace was dead: 
Boone Marlow, heavily armed with ritie and revol- 
vers, had slapped a saddle on his bronc and disap- 
peared. One of the bloodiest little range feuds in 
Texas history was on. 

As in many of the early wars this one also had 
its beginning with a dispute between the large and 
small cattle owners. The Marlows claimed to be 
small cattlemen. The other side called them outlaws 
and thieves. They had been frequently charged 
with rustling slock not only in Texas but in Colo- 
rado, and disposing of it in the Indian Territory, 
then a haven for criminals of the worst type, Bui 
convictions had been apparently impossible be- 
cause of the lack of specific evidence in each case. 

The big cattlemen swore (hat this was the reason 
rustlers were becoming stronger and bolder. Let- 
ling men like the Marlows operate at will was a 
plain invitation to others. In an attempt to make 



an example of Ihe brothers as « warning \o Un- 
rest, James Holdson had been shot and killed. 

The wanton slaying of Sheriff Wallace was the 
spark which touched off the pent-up indignation 
of all their enemies. All. George, Charley and Epp 
Marlow were arrested as accessories to the crime, 
and every nook and cranny in the country was 
scoured for Boone. A price of $1700 was tacked 
on his head, 

In adjoining Jack County. Sheriff Moor* and 
Constable Eugene Logan picked up Boone's ex- 
hausted mount, but the killer had made good his 
escape. 

FAILURE lo capture him placed his brothers in 
no uncertain plight. Locked up in the steel 
cage of the Young County jail, helpless to escape, 
they soon realized that their rancher energies did 
not intend to see them go out free men again. 
Collier, now acting sheriff, ordered a heavy guard 
kept. 

In the black hour before daybreak, the morning 
of January 17, 1889, the attack on the jail broke. 
Constable Logan and Dick Cook, John Leavels, 
the jailer, and Deputy Sam Waggoner were taken 
prisoners; LeaveU was forced to open the jail, 

In the meantime Epp Marlow tore loose a water 
pipe and handed it to Alf, biggest and toughest 
of the quartet. When the masked mob jammed 
the door to the short narrow passageway, they 
found the brothers patiently waiting. 

Alf braced his big feet wide apart, caressing the 
heavy pipe in his hand with almost tender care. 
His brothers crowded up on either side, their fists 
balled in hard knots. 

During all these minutes no one in either group 
said anything. Apparently none wanted to. Then 
Charley Marlow spoke: 

"The whole lot of you can't come In at once, and 
■ few of you will never take us alive," he said 
grimly. "You might shoot us, but that would 
arouse the whole town. It's my hunch you don't 
want them to know about this." 

With an angry curse one of the leaders plunged 
forward. But Charley connected a left solidly to 
his button. The man's head Hopped back against 
the stone wall. Bleeding profusely, he slumped 
on the floor and lay there groaning until another 
member of the crowd ventured forward and car- 
ried him out. 

The men in the mob were as Lough as the 
Marlows. They were ten to one, and the Mallows 
were unarmed. But they heeded the Lruth in 
Charley Marlow"* words. They took stock of the 
grim sample of what he meant. They blustered 
and argued for several minutes. When at lasl they 
departed, it was with a sudden loss of appetite. 

But they were nut through, and the brothers 
knew it. A wire was sent to United States Marshal 
Cabell at Dallas, informing him of the attempted 
lynching. Cabell immediately ordered his deputy. 



the Brazos 



Howe 



s to Weathei 



Ed Johnson, to remove the pr 
lord for safe keeping. 

Johnson was a large, raw-boned individual with 
square jaws and hard eyes A year before he had 
lost one hand in a shooting scrape. It had been 
rumored that he had been paid to protect the in- 
terests of the big cattlemen in running down the 
alleged thievery in this section. The Marlows be- 
lieved this rumor had been circulated by his ene- 
mies until they saw the men he selected to assist 
him on the journey. Some of them had been among 
the mob that had attempted to lynch them less 
than two nights before' 

The Mariows protested They were taken to a 
blacksmith shop and shackled two together. George 
and Epp made one couple. Charley and Alf the 
other 

The prisoners were put in a hack A man named 
George Martin was the driver. Johnson and the 
guards brought up the rear in another hack and 
a buggy. In the night, the cavalcade moved silently 
out of Graham But there was one man who lurked 
in the darkness and saw. When they had gone. 
he mounted his horse and spurred away into the 
shadows, riding fast. 

The procession gradually crawled toward Dry 
Creek Beyond, the road cut through a heavy 
stretch of mesquite The teams and rigs splashed 
and rattled through the shallow stream, and the 
tenseness of the prisoners grew. As they started 
up the opposite bank, someone in the buggy called 
loudly up to them, "Any you boys want a drink?" 
Simultaneously George Martin slid out of the 
driver's seat. Then he broke and ran. Dark shad- 
ows rose from the brush to the light of the trail, 
and a dozen guns turned the darkness into a 
red hell. 

Charley and Alf toppled over the side of the 
hack They hit the road together, sprinting straight 
toward the buggy load of guards Alf snapped a 
rifle from one of the men before he could un- 
limbet it Chat icy jerked away Johnson's revolver 
just as the six cleared leather 

At the some time George and Epp rushed the 
men in the third rig. George gripped a leg and 
twisted or.e guaid out on the ground. Epp clubbed 
htro with a heavy fist and snatched his guns. 

All of them armed now, the brothers opened up 
and fired Drilled through his one good hand, 
Johnson was out of the Tight as it started. Some- 
one blasted quick shots from the mesquite Alf 
dropped with a bullet through his brain. Epp died, 
riddled with rifle lead. 

Leveled across the rough boards of the hack, 
the guns of Charley and George "Marlow took their 
toll. Bruce W/heeler was the first bushwhacker 
kilted. Constable Logan slithered away into the 
brush with a slug through his leg. Sum Creswell 
died with bit face routing in th« dual 



Then a load of buckshot struck Charley in the 
breast. George Marlow's gun hammered out an- 
other chunk of lead, and Frank Harmison, a mem- 
ber of the mob that night at the jail, went down 
with a bullet between his eyes. The surviving 
'bushwhackers and guards fled for their lives. 

CHARLEY MARLOW'S wound was serious. 
George was bleeding badly Both were chained 
to their dead brothers, unable to escape with such 
bulks hanging to then feet. What they had to do 
was gruesome. With pocket knives they disjointed 
the dead men's ankles and freed themselves. 

George scooped up all the arms and ammunition 
he could find while Charley dragged himself into 
one of the abandoned rigs. They drove to Finis, 
had a blacksmith cut the chains from their legs. 
Ihen drove to their cabin and sent for a doctor 

Dr. Price hurried out. With him rode Sheriff 
Tom Collier and a huge posse. But the intrepid 
brothers had barricaded the house for battle They 



-. When he had attended 
: him to inform Collier that 
,nly to Marshal Cabell; thai 
is and ammunition, and did 



allowed Dr. Price to ei 
their wounds, they sen 
they would surrender c 
they had plenty of arn 
not intend to be taken alive. 

Collier barked swift orders to attack. But the 
posse fell back. It was the opinion of the majority 
that enough blood had been shed by both sides 
of the Feud-crazed factions After considerable 
bickering among themselves. Collier agreed to the 
brothers' proposal. Two days later Cabell's deputy 
arrived. The two were removed to Dallas, placed 
under guard, and recovered slowly from their 
wounds. 

A week afterwards three men drove up to the 
sheriff's office in a wagon and called Tom Collier 
outside. In the back of the rig they carried the 
body of Boone Marlow. He had been shot to 
death on Hell Creek, up in the Comanche Nation, 
while resisting arrest. 

Although Boone had justly paid for the murder 
of Sheriff Wallace, the West's code of fair play as 
to his brothers had been outraged Public opinion 
turned at last against the ruthless tactics of the 
cattle combine. Law-abiding citizens came out 
openly and demanded that these law breakers 
■also be brought to reckoning. 

Straightway the Federal government delved into 
the details of the attack at Dry Creek. Most of the 
survivors were indicted by a grand jury at Dallas 
Some were charged with obstructing a deputy 
United States marshal Others with murder and 

Years dragged by. So did the cases against those 

indicted. Three were finally convicted, but none 

ever served any time. George and Charley Marlow 

were once again tried for rustling, but finally th» 

'. charges were dismissed. 
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Xt WAS A PATRIOTIC DUTY PAUL 

REVERE UP. AND MIS FRIENDS. 

PAT HENRY AND BETSY ROSS.. 

SET OUT TO FULFILL FOR THE U.S.O. 

AND UNCLE SAM'S SOLDIERS... 

BUT IT WAS DECIDEDLY NOT PAT- 
RIOTISM THAT CAUSED SOME FALSE 
MEN IN KHAKI TO MARK THE THREE 
FOR ONE-WAY PASSAGE TO 
OBLIVION. ■ 





THIS BURG (S A 
PUSHOVEB,MAKTy,' 

I PULLED THE SAME 
GAG ABOUT BEIN'A 
BUDDY OF THEIR SONS 
AT CAMP,ANO IT 
WORKED EVERY 



MWM7" 'M3J we were right.' \^Ot 

Wwffl/ AZrP'l LISTEN TO WWAT W^ 
■ /y^^fA THEY'RE SAYING/ /^fe 
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yOU LITTLE \ 
CAT.' OUCH.' 
QUIT SCRATCH 
ING ME .' 




be the first in your town 
to wear this sensational 

COROZO NUT RING 

said to bring GOOD LUCK to the wearer 







Here is the latest craze in "good luck" 
jewelry— the Corozo Nut Ring-hand 
carved from the nut of the Corozo 
Palm. These rings are highly prized by 
the natives of Puerto Rico because of 
the legend that GOOD LUCK AL- 
WAYS FOLLOWS THE WEARER. 
Give one to your friend in the service — 
wear one yourself. The rings are hand carved and hand polished 
to a beautiful ebony black, then set with simulated pear). Ordet 
a pair of these fascinating rings today. Your choice of any two 
only $1.74. (Order by Number.) 

SEND NO MONEY. Jusryourname.addressandringsize.Wheo 
postman delivers package containing two rings, pay him $1.74 plus 
26c postage and C.O.D. charges ($2 total). 
If you send $1.75 with order, we pay all 
postage charges. You save 25c 

biwari or SUB5THUUS 

U„. unci ire HHisawed .0 he iht crnvtor Coroio Nsi Bmsi 

HAREM CO. (The House of Ring 

30 Chu.lh SIXCT. Kf~ York 7. N 1 
Cept. C 15 
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